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The Winters Tale, 


PW* What (Scmeraigne Sir) 

I did not welfil meant well; all my Sendees 
Youhauc pay’d home- But that you Inucvouchfafd 
(With your Crown'd BroEher,and thefe your contracted 
Heires of your Kingdomcs) tny poors Houfe to vifir; 

Ic is a furplus of your Grace,which neucr 
My life may laft to anfwetc* 

Leo, O Panlim, 

We honor you with trouble: but we came 
To fee the Statue of our Q^ecne. YourGallerie 
Haas we pafsM through ? not without much content 
In many Singularities i but we law not 
That which my Daughter came to looke ypon* 

The Statue of her Mother. 

Paul, As foe liifd peers]rife. 

Sober dead likeneffel doc well bclceuc 
Excells what euer yet you look’d vpon. 

Or hand of Man hath done : thereforei keepe it 
Loudy,apart. But here it is: prepare 
To fee the Life as Liuely mock'd,as euer 
Still Slccpc mock'd Death: behold f and fay 'tis well# 

I like your Glenceyt the more foewes-off 
Your wonder; hut yet fpcake,firft you (my Liege) 
Comes it not fomethingneere ; 

Leo. Her naturall Pofture, 

Chide me (deare Stone) that I may fay indeed 
Thou art Hermiwe% or rather,thou art fhe. 

In thy not chiding: for foe was as tender 
As Infancie,and Grace* But yet ( HPmfmd ) 

Hermime was not fo much wrincklcd,nothing 
So aged as this fcernes. 

To!. Ohjnot by much, 

TmL So much the more ourCaruers excellence. 
Which lets goe-fcy fome fkteencyccres^and makes her 
As foe lin'd now, 

Leo* As now foe might haue done, 

So much to my good comfort, as k is 
Now piercing to my Soule. Oh.thus foe flood* 

Eucn with fuch Lite of Maiefoe(warmeLifo, 

As now it coldly fhnds) when firft J woo'd her. 

I amafoam’d; Do's not the Stone rebuke me. 

For being more Stone then it ? Oh Royall Pccce: 

There’s Magick in thy Maieftie,which ha 1 * 

My Euils coniur’d to remembrance; and 
From thy admiring Daughter tookc the Spirits* 

Standing like Stone with thee* 

Perl. And giue me leaue. 

And doe not fay J cis Superilition^that 
iknedcjajjd then implore her Blclfing. Lady* 

Deere Quccne,*hat ended when I but began, 
t Gii-isrne that hand of yoursjtokifle, 

1 P(mL O, patience 
Thef tatue is " 

Not dry. 

Cam. My Lord^our Sorrow was too fore lay’d-on. 
Which fixteene Winters cannot blow away* 

So many Summers dry: fcarcc any loy 
Did eucr fo long line * no Sorrow, 

But kill'd ic feife much fooncr, 

PoL Deere my Brother, 

Let bicrijthat was chccaufeof this ? hauepowre 
To take-off fo much griefc from you,as he 
Will peeceyp in bimfelfe. 

TmL Indeed my Lord, 

If I had thought the fight of nay poore Image 

su (fo 


but newly fix’d ; the Colour’s 


Would thushaue wrought you (for the Scone is mine) 


II*d not bans foewd it- 

Leo, Doe not draw the Curtaine. 

PW. No longer {hall you gaze on’t,lcafl y 0lJt n . 
May thinke anon,it raoues. } urta Scii 

£«. Let be, let be: 

Would I were dcad,but that me thinkes alreadi- 
. ( What was he that did make it?) See (my Lord} * 

W ould you not deeme it breath’d f and thar .v ? 

Did Tcrily bear, blood? " aa,,tlk »f«Ki« i 

Pol. ’Ma fieriy done: 

The very Life feemes warme vpon herLippe. 

Leo. Thefixureof her Eye ha’s motion in’ t 
As we are mock'd with Art, 1 

Paul. lie draw the Curtaine; 

My Lord’s slmoftlo farre trai]fportcd,that 
Hee’le t'ninke anon it litres, 

Leo, Oh fweet Paulina, 

Make me to thinke fo twentieyeercs together' 

No fetled Scnces of the World can march 
The pleasure of that madneffe, Let’talone. 

Paul. I am forry (Sir) I haue thus farre fin’d vn„. l 
I could afflidt you farther, ' ’ “ Ul 

Lea. Doe Paulina: 

For this AfTH&ion ha's a tafie as fweet 
As any Cordiall comfort. Still me thinkes 
There is an ayre comes from her. What fine Chij, Ie i] 
Could cucr yet cut breath / Let no man mock mf 
Fori will kific her, ’ 

Paul. Good my Lord, for bcarc; 

The ruddinelfevpon herLippc,is wet: 
You’Icmairei^if youkifleit ; ftayne yourowne 
With Oyly Painting: fliall I draw the Curtaine. 

Leo. No: not thefe twentieyecres. 

Pod. So long could I 
Stand-by, a looker-on, 

Paul. Either for bcarc. 

Quit prefently the ChappcI^or refolueyou 
For more amaz-ement: if you can behold it, 
lie make the Statue moue indeed; defeend. 

And take you by the hand: but then yod’lethinke 
(Which I proteftagainfl)I amaHifled 
By wicked Powers. 

Lea. What you can make her doc, 

I am content to looke on: what tofpeake, 

I a m con tea c to hearc: for ’tis as calie 
To make her fpeake,as moue, 

Paul. It is requir’d 

You doe awake your Faith: then,all Sand flili: 

On: thofc that thinke it is vnlawfull Bufincffe 
I am about, let them depart. 

Leo. Proceed: 

Nofootfhall ttirre. 

Paul. Mufick; awake her: Strike; 

’Tis time: deliend: be Stone no more: approach: 

Strike all that looke vpon with meruaile: Come; 
lie fill your Graucvp: fiirre: nay.comeaway: 

Bequeath to Death yournumneiTe; (for from him, 

Deare Life redeemes you) youperceiue Ihe fiincc 
Start not* her Aftions {hall be holy, as 
You heare my Spell is lawfull: doe notlhunher, 

Vntill you fee her dye againe; for then 
You kill her double: Nay,prefent your Hand: 

When fhe was young,you woo’d her: now,in age, 

I* flie beconle the Suitor ? 

Leo. Oh,fire’s warme: 

If this be Magick, let it be an Art 

Law 



The Winters Tale, 




"^fnIlasE 3t ' n S* 

She embrace* him. 

* 1 *" che hang* about his necke, 

C<i0 ‘ rninc to life, let herfpeaketoo. 
jfffit p el1 , maItc it manifeft where fhe ha’s lin’d, 

(InInc from the dead ? 

lining, 

JJZ b«t »ldyonl ftiouldfaehootedst 

W .jj Talc : but it appeares fire hues, 

J ' ,tca | l tfet ftiefpeakenor. Marke a little while: 
ThD rlcU to imerpofe (fair--- Madam) knecie, 
Fi T e iwour Motlrcrs blcffing: tumc good Lady,' 

, Horn your (acred Viols pourc your graces 
ftmiv daughters head: Tell me (mine owne) 

' 7,fl thonbiti oreferu’d ? Whereliu'd?How found 

Sirs Court ? For thou Me heare that 1 
IJ^jne by Paulina, that rbe Oracle 
S»c lio?e thou wafi in being, hauepreferu’d 
Myftlfcjto fie the yfluc. 

I> , u ’ There’s ttmc enough for that, 

T eaft they defire (vpon thispu(1t)to trouble 
Yout ioyMi with like Relation. Go together 
You precious winners all: your exultation 


Partake co cucry one: I (an oldTurdc) 

Will wing me to fomc wither’d bough, and chere 
My Mate (that’s neuettobe found againe) 

Lament, till I am loft. 

Leo, O peace Pmfin&i 

Thou foouldft a husband take by my confent. 

As I by thine a Wife- This is a Match, 

And made betweene'5 by Vowes* Thou haft found mine. 

But how* is tobequeftion'd * for I fa w her 

(As I thought) dead : and haue (in vaine) faid many 

A’praycr vpon her graue. lie not feeke farre 

(For him, I partly know his minde) to finde thee 

An honourable husband. Come Camilla t 

And cake her by the hand : wb&fe worth 5 and honefty 

Is richly noi ed ; and hecrc iuftified 

By Vs 5 a paire of Kings. Let’s from this place. 

What? looke vpon my Brother : both your pardons* 
That ere I put betweene your holy lookes 
My illfufpition: This your Son-in-law* 

And Sonne Ynto thcKmg^whom heauens direfting 
Is troth-plight to your daughter- Good Ptedma, 

Lcadc vs from hence 5 where we may leyfijrdy 
Each one demand, and finfwerc to his part 
Per form’d in this wide gapofTimejfinccfirft 
We were dlffeuer’d: Haflily lead away- Excmti 


The Names of the Aftors 


I £wta, K&g ofSic tSlidm 

magm 


cMmillm^jong Prince of Ski ilia. 

AnU? until./ Toure 

Ckm'mu (Lords ofSicitlU* 

Dim* J 

Htwme, Quceneto Leantes* 

Perdita, Daughter to Ltontes and Bermione , 
fmlm y wife to Anugonus, 


Emilia, a Lady* 

Polixcnes, King ofTohemia, 

FUri^eSt Prince of Bohemia, 

Old Shepheardy reputed Father offerditt f, 
thwnefiis Sonne, 

Ant dims y a Ppgtte* 

Arcbidamtti, a Lord of ^Bohemia* 

Other Lords , and Gentlemen , and$eritant$ w 
Shepheards } and Shcphearddeffes* 

FINIS. 



WILLIAM 


dies, Histories, & Tragedies London, 1623 the folger Shakespeare library Octavo 

























































































































